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SONG HITS

Belected by
ARTHUR NEALE.
HE Dardanella Blues."
“T by the ex-Sultan of Tur-
key.

*In the Gloaming." I:!y M. Lan-
dis.

“Death, Where Is Thy BSting."”

" By Nick Lenin.

“I'm Getting Wetter and Wet-
ter.” By Emile Coue.

*“In the Shade of the OI§ Ap-
ple Tree.” By Jane Gibson.

“goul of My Soul."”
Harvey.

*Dimples.”
son.

By Gro.

By Audrey Mun-

“Have You Had Your Iron To-
day?' By Clara Phillips.

“My Little Red Shirt.” By Isa-

dore Duncan.

“I Love My Wife, But Oh! You
You-You.” By Prof. Tiernan.

FLIVVERETTES |

I N crossing the street pedestrians

scldom violate the speed law.

The purse of many an autoigt
Jooks like a flat tire.

—
The speeder may not know where
he is going, but the traffic cop

does.

Two things that annoy the mo-
torist are—tax and tacks.

——

The man who calls his car “the
old boller” boils overf anyone else
does it.

If folks get much more numer-
ous the cities will have to set aside
one-why streets for them.

The men may be at the wheel,
put the woman drives the car.

A citizen with a troublesome
flivver is in excellent training to
become a professional contortion-

ist.

Shifting gears is a terrible grind
for the new driver.

Heck—Can anything make a
man fef'f worse than to have his
wife continually begging for
money”

Peck—Sure! To have her de-
manding it.—Erie Daily Times.

I= there any way of learning
how many® cocktail shakers were
glven as Christmas presents this

year?—Judge.

What the Hepublicans need in
Congress is not so much a leader
as the installation of a reliable
bloe signal system.—Judge.

Prize fights and foothall games
show some stubborn combats, but
the world's biggest deadlock will
come when some promoter puts on

e finish bout between a fellow who
has just seen & movie and yearns
to tell the plot and a man who
has just read a book and insists on
describing 1t conscientiously.—

Judge.

The Fascisti movement in Italy
was prominently a matter of shirts.
Henry Cabot Lodge might organize
& Massachusetts Fascisti—if the
Democrats left him shirt enough
to begin on.—Judge,

When a man {8 young and poor
he is interested in advertisements
which tell him how to “turn his
spare time Into money.” When he
is rich but old, the advertisements
are not so satisfylng. No one vol-
unteers to show him how to turn
his money into spare time.—Judge,

Nick—Never ask a girl for the
makings.

Dick—Why not?

Nick—Too careless. They carry

‘thetr tobacoo all mixed up with

1

gler.

Burn

powder and rouge~Iowa Greenm
Gander.

Mistress—XNora, I won't have
that husky milkman in my
Kitchen.
Nora—~All right, mum, I know a
smaller one.~Notre Dame Jug-

Falr One—You remember that
you told me that you hunted
tigers in West Africa. Well, I
read that there are no tigers
thera

Notzo Falr—~Quite right, quita
right, I killed them all.—Lehigh

Warden—Whom do you wish to
see?

Welfars Worker—Lifer No. 439.
Is he in?—Notre Dame Juggler,

“Blg Man" In College—Say,
Freshman, do you know who I
am?

Freshman—No,
Georgia Cracker.

Don't you?—

Bhe—Oh, dear! I've spilt water
all over the table!

He—That makes it a sort of pool
table, what?—Cornell Widow.

—

Patient—Doctor, what'll I take
to cure my kleptomania?

Doctor (after deep thought)—
Don’t take anything, and you'll be
cured.—Michigan Gargoyle,

US BOYS

(Ragistered U. 8. Pateat Offics.)

Always a Brlg_h_t Side

Whatl DWW CHIISTMUS '
MEAN TO ME 7-1 GOT
TS AND HATS AND

NOW, | THINK YOULL FIND THAT
ITS JAKE AGAIN'- THIS IS THE SKAT Y

TIME | FIRED THIS FOR YA. -

THE HARDEST GUY ON PINWHEELS
! SEEN: /

—

24
r‘hl >

POLLY AND HER PALS szt *

TUrmagLe '

HOW/S souR
CoLp, ASH:?

DUTHIK OR TASTE DUThik!

—

I caoT SeElL

| \

JERRY ON THE JOB

MERRY XMAS s ME EVE!!
AL T GO FRom™mE
B0SS WaS ONE BONE =

-
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Man for the Job
Iz

The Right

HELPFUL HENRY

(Registered U. 8. Patent Office.)

AGREE WITH HiMe
HE'S Nor

MY BABY'S FooD DOESHYT

EN CHANGE H\S DI
Tgy AL MEANS~- | KNow
A FORMULA “THAT \s
B WONDER =~ V2L
AUST WRITE T

Now JUST Follow

ESE DIRECTIONS
AND YouR BABY \S
BouND 1o “THRI\WE

“THANK'S

—
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THEY DO SAY!

HERE are two sorts of peo-
ple—one lets the swing door
_ slam in your facd

BEurope is still harboring the
delusion that secret * diplomacy
won't be found out.

The purveyor of contraband
liquor has no kick coming when
he gets into hot water.

The antics of the Old World in.
dicate that it is mear the strait-

A comparatively new Brooklyn
baby has been named Volstead
bottles.

The open door seems to b
something of a storm door, dip
lomatically speaking.

Just Like That.

R. GEORGE ROBEY, the
M English actor and recon-

teur, tells the story of a
gllded youth of effeminate tenden-
cles who by some fluke of luck
found himself stony broke. Decid-
ing that his best bet was America,
he tried for & job on one of the
boats crossing the Atlantic. After
being turned down by ship after
ship he almost despaired of ever
getting out of England. Finpally
his luck changed. He struck a
boat on the point of sailing and
found that a stoker had failed to
show up. Joyfully, he signed on,
went aboard, and was directed be-
low by the captain. Then he dis-
appeared. Nothing was seen or
heard of him for three days. But
on the fourth day the skipper
suddenly came upon a resplendent
figure In full yachting kit, glasses
slung over his shoulder, promenad-
ing. *“What the hell are you do
ing here? he demanded. *I1
thought I told you to go below.”
The regilded youth gazed at the
irate officer, tapped him lightly on
the shoulder, and pleasontly in-
quired, “Oh, haven't you heard?
I've left.”—The Argonaut (San
Franelsaco).

Super Prohibiteer.

“I hope that the fact that the
wets showed strength in your State
does not affect your belief that
prohibition needs enforcement.”

“It needs more than that in some
unvegenerate districts,” replied
Senator Borghum. *“It needs re-en-
forcement.” — Nashville Evening
Star.

For Hire.
“Could you place my son in your
office?"
“All right; what can he do?™
“What can he do? If he could
do anything I'd hire him myself.”
—Kammtaturen (Christiania).

Mixing the Sentence.

A fearned professor tells us there
is a modern tendency among the
aristocracy to drop their h's. Per-
haps this accounts for the fact that
the Kaiser has been led to the altar
instead of to the halter'—Eve (Lon-
don).

Reclassified.

A school teacher in a Western
town, wishing to extend her rather
scdanty knowledge of the stories of
Edgar Allan Poe, inquired at the
delivery desk of the rural library
for “The Gold Bug,” adding, "1
can't seem to find it in®* the cata-
logue, but I am sure you have it.
A friend of mine had it out last
week.” The librarian glanced at
the card catalogue drawer ower
which the teacher had been por-
ing, and smiled a superior amile.
“No wonder, Miss Smith,” she ex-
plained with patient gentleness.
“You're looking wuader ‘Fiction.’
Turn to ‘Entomology’ and you
won't have any trouble.”—The Ar-
gonaut (B8an Francisco).

A waiter exceedingly rude
Was Alonzo O. Henry McStewed,
When potatoes were ordered
On the risque he bordered
By asking,'""With skins on or nude?"
—Carnegie Puppet.

“Gosh, 1 didn't realize Jack was
#0 tight before.”

“NoTr*

*“The other day he told me that
he had lost some money through
investments, and come to find out
he'd tried a gum slot machine that
didn't work."—Brown Jug.

We have it from an eminent
explorer that cannibals are very
proud of their table manners. It
is to be hoped that they always
take politiclans with a grain of
salt.—Eve (London),

The only way to get along with
a woman is to let her have her

| own way. There lsn't any way to

gdt along without her.—Judge.

Swest Thing—Have you a book
called “Logger Bonge of the West-
ern Lumber Campe?"

Clever Clerk—You mean a book
of Logarithms, madam,— Yale
Record.

Santy-—I got stuck in your darn
old chimney.
Well, this is a stuoce house!

- Ol-timer--What beat did the
editor give you. son?
Fledgling—Coroners, physicians
and undertukers.
“Oh, the dead beat.''—Washing-
ton Bua Dodger.



